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winter ditch 


achey bare branches, winter bones. 
silent ditch 

crusted with ice. 

dark-haired woman trudges thru snow, 
wool hat, wool mits, 

her bones ache too. 

10” overnight, & earth at zero. 


bow saw on left shoulder, 
long-handled ax, carried like wings 
or miners tools, 

to dig heat out of snow. 

log on cradle 

waiting for days, like the woodpile, 
snow-buried. 


by the ditch of ice, forge-shed, 
white orchard 

& the frozen sky. brush off snow, 
begin to saw. magpie 

digging meat from sheephide 

in yard doesn’t scare 

at the busy noise. 


winter-serious, the flight bones 
numb, 

ice-logic, 

sawing hard pifion. slitting 

the hot throat 

of the trussed ewe, strung 

from the cottonwood. 

bloody men, bloody snow. 


the woman also, hung from sky, 
cracked across the nose 
by a zero fist. 


raises the ax, brings it down. 

splits pifion small, & aspen slivers. 

cedar stump, twisted like an old womans spine, 
stubborn as that also, 

can be hacked 

& hacked, won’t split 

& die easily. she gives up. 

gathers her pine. 


2 magpies now peck the hide 


in the snow. 
across the yard, bare cottonwoods, 


the sheephead hangs 

from Martinezs porchbeams. 
frozen eyeballs, open mouth. 
tongue stuck to death 

like iron. 


the woman looks 
without opinion, ice hacking away 
at her own bones. 


II 


she gathers wood for the porch, 
snow clouds coming, 
more for the stove box 
in the kitchen. bootpath thru powder, 
stomped & sunk. smoke blowing down 
from the roof 
is a warning. & chainsaw whine 
on the next farm. 
days of snow, 
under white siege, closed up 
with children, blue hands, 
hands in the fire. 
laying in kindling, ashes rising. 


smell of stew pot, wet dogs. 
children bickering. 


the iron stovelid 
banged down on her hand twice, & 
the pipe clogged. 

motions of winter 
growing tiresome, 
like a long war. 


house to woodpile, track of ice. 
under clothesline, 

over ditch, 
around chamisa clumps, 
snow-rooted. she sees herself 
as some plodding animal, cord-tied 
to her life forever, 
carrying heat back & forth 
to her own blood. as the earth 
must feel 
thru a billion winters, hag-dragging 
a cold path. her beauty 
in the full moon 

fleshed with snow 
notwithstanding. 


the woman thinks of city friends, 
rooms of talk, agendas. 
survival of the mind 
thru ancient & modern weathers. 
womans mind, especially: 
deserts, streets, 
tribes, 
solitude. hauling some energy 
on her back daily, blood 
thru her body, food & language 
for the fire. 
feeding the worlds fire, 
as tho her bones were wood. 


freed from body labor, the mind 
grows silly. 
grinding stars down to needs, 

it gets tired. 


the last trip, now show 

lightly falling, carrying kindling, 
saw, aX 

over the white ditch. 

her boot slips on the 2 x 4 bridge, 
leg thru the ice. huge nail 

in the board 

rips pants & knee. still holding 
everything, she hauls herself 

from the ditch. in the warm kitchen 
rolls up pants, 

inspects the wound, puncture 

& gash just starting to bleed. 


she sucks it, 
like the ragged cut 
across her hand the day before, 
when the bow saw jumped, & red 
gushed everywhere: 

blood on wood, blood in snow, 

blood in mouth, blood in fire. 

blood 


in the greasy dishwater, 
blood on stars, 


if she’d trudged that far. 


women on land live hard, 
age fast, they say. 
but their bodies learn 
at least 
how the earth runs, hot & cold. 
& haul their bloody fuel 
under flesh, 


; thru worlds, 
til they get there. 


III 


winter nights, the jack rabbits 
run in snow fields 

to the east. nibbling pifion bark 
& juniper, dancing 

under their long ears. she knows 
when they are hunted, coyotes 
yip-circle 

up the hill. or farm dogs 

wake her, barking past midnight. 
5 or 6 tame dogs 

can chase & yelp for an hour, 
their noses perhaps 

confused by the snow. rabbits 
make neat tracks, 

criss-crossing under a full moon. 
on hunt nights, the new snow 

is ravaged 

by dog bodies, plunging clumsy furrows 
thru the drifts. sometimes 

they leave bits of skin 

& fur, blood-frosted. 

sometimes not a trace. the rabbits 
continue to dance, nibble, 

their long pale ears reflexing 

the moonlight. & coyote dogs 
continue, veined 


with rabbit blood, rabbit 
dreams. 


witch women 
in a naked moon, danced 


without regard 

for the packs brain. blood-ancestors 
run thru towns & forest, 

caught in the heat 

of the dogs mouth. pale hands 


on fire, 
tossed like bones, bodies 


torn apart 
by generations. flesh-years, children 
patiently knitted, unravelled 
by mean teeth, 
hungry wind. all of life 
gulped raw by a red mind, thoughts 
thrown into ditches, 
silent & common. & time 
shovelled in, 
or drifted without trace. 
the witches 
tied knots, twisting sinew-threads 
& words, 
binding the body, by magic, 
to dreams. rabbits 
become dogs become rabbits 
again. all danced in the nights 
belly, helix-twined 
by the moon. 
our deaths 

in each others mouths 
made clean, 
& tracks exchanged in the cosmic 
snow. 

shapes & juices 
she had been, strange nourishment 
in times mouth. metaphor 
for the poets life, or any beast 
wild & edible. 

some dark hunter 
chews us slowly, 
exchanging our chemistry 
with the stars hunger. nothing wasted, 
all returned as a feast, down 
some long blood- 
&-dream table. 


the rabbit in her blood 

seemed to know this, its clear tracks 

the moon follows. also, 

a wild sniffing 

on the wind. when she would be she-dog 
in a fair chase. 


IV 


she has nothing to say about 
winter. the wood stove 

draws slow. —30° at midnight. 
sky beyond the smokepipe, 
tall & frost-hung, 

is fissured. thru the roof 

the cold splits down, 
star-sharp as a dream 

thru her calculations. children, 
cats, dogs huddle together 

in one bed, 

as ancestors & bears 

in the old caves. 


unwarm, she tends the fire, 
listening to winter. 

dim crack of pifion 

like far bones. something 
sshushing in the high black air, 
sap sizzle 

along the slow spine, 

the brains desire. 1 million years 
in the mother cave, hearing 

the stars 

cold speaking. core-fires 

& star-veins 

over distances, become pure lines 
of thought, & ice. 
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she shivers. wants to write 
poems, 

but her fingers break. 

what is the body for. desire 
splinters & breaks. 

she stares into the flames, 

& the poem 

flies out, as they go with burning wings 
over black spaces. 

this body, ash-clogged 

& earth-trudging, too many years 
making hunched shadows. 
fire-suckling in female caves 

& under stars 

who question the journey 

as it goes. 


she throws in cedar, 

quick wood, snap of a sled whip. 
flames rise 

on the glacial slopes of night, 

& beings ride over, swifter 

than bodies, 

haunting even stars with their 
strange futures. 

in Siberia, 

the constellations whisper & sing. 
runners over the silence, 

take you with them. 

you will be no more human, or woman, 
clutching star-reins 

vaster than wind. 


in dreams, she sees dark heat 
of dens in the snow, 

her own hands 

stoking, eyes & poems 
flickering in a strange night, 
blood & bone & dumb will 


continue us, 

thru silence, ice & flesh-lines, 
paralleling stars. 

trudging a song journey 

thru the dark why, 

without ever knowing if the stars 
hear, or the minds cry 

to the stars, 

was that her voice, also. 


the children whimper in their 
bunched sleep, like orphans. 

which they are, & are 

not. strangers, 

time-untravelled yet, shivering 

in their places. 

but calling out their stations 

as the night goes round. 

what are we for, beyond carrying fuel 
from one huddled cell 

to another 

down dark halls of air. some woman 
with a milk-pulse, 

dragging the snow, rubbing 

her bones 

to make the brain flare. 


is this the poem or is the poem 
far off. & who 

can walk the distance 

unless they know. 

her blue hand 

stirring blood, like dull fire, 

& questions 

like ice-clouds, or smoke 

from the nights mouth. 

if you think of time too much, 
in such cold, the blood 


is stunned 
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by its long job. & the brains 
slow-burning 

wants to die out, join the beasts 
in the blanket-cave 

of winter sleep. 


the fire dead, she goes 

outside 

to check the chill distance. between 
one dark & another, 

the world hung frozen, as on 

a line. our icy bone, 

nerve, consideration 

from a stars core 

exploded 

too long ago to reason. the minds 
cooled metals, once on fire 

in the first night, 

still pulsing questions 


& dim songs. 
what were we for, earthen & human. 


hot & cold, expanding, receding, 
back & forth 

across nothing known. does space 
sing & flicker 

where our tracks go, plodding 

& wild 

path thru the black air. 


the stars beyond the porchbeams, 
beyond earths 

own spine, 

flex alien bones, give down 

their night-stare. 

strange ice, strange fire 

in the nights core 

desire the question again, & again, 
also. 


spring ditch 


one morning there, 
snow patches almost gone, 
chill water 
over the ditch stones. 
spring sound. 
at the clothesline, 
wet lifted hands, 
she hears it. 


bare orchard trees 
hear it too, 
the returning birds 
rush like that. 


stiff chamisa, 
naked cottonwood, 
muddy earth. 
her own muscles loosen, 
water guzzling 
over stones. 
cow tongues 
in the ditch. 
thirst like a song. 
one thing good 
made by men: 

acequia open. 


II 


they will announce it on 
the radio, 
ditch by ditch, 
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“acequia madre del prado 
will gather by. . .” 

“tenorio ditch...” 
“arroyo seco at 8 o’clock a.m... .” 


work parties of men, 
older boys, 
some women 
the ditch flow stopped 
as they stoop 
to the mud, 
dig out the ancient twigs, 
clogged leaves 
from her veins, 
& now plastic bags, 
beer cans, 
old shoes, nameless debris 


the gray wintered branches 
brown grass, 
moldy sludge, 
aluminum 
& rusted lids under the ice 
for 4-5 months 


they bend in the cracking weeds, 
fill up gunny sacks, 
bags, boxes 
clink of shovel 
on muddy stone 
& the spanish tongue 
flinging words up 


bushes of black birds 
screech, fly out, 
resettle 
meadowlarks 
on telephone wires 
like water in the skys throat 


new spring sun 
flowing down, 
new spring ground 


it is a party, 
ritual, 
song, 
but no one names it 
native as wine 


poured over bony rocks, 
love in loose-soiled 


beds, communion 
but this 
is with the real mother, 
cleaning out our throats, 
veins, memories 
tenderly, 


not even drunk yet, 
making a path 
for living water 


you understand what spring 
is, 
life rushed 
between earths dark banks, 
all these bodies 


born from acequia, 
desire to return blood, 


& time, & food 
in season 


the salted bones move, 


flesh 
on the brown banks, 


clay & bright voices 
among the ditch reeds 


fields of thirst 


are waiting, 
& tremendous seeds 
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Ill 


she rides around the spring, 
wanting to write poems 


about it. 
click click 


of bike wheels in the early May 
morning. the road 

breathes up & down, rolling 
sage & snow mountains. cows, 
horses, sheep bend 

& munch in lucid pastures. 


the ditch runs beside the 

road, flows under. 

reeds & stones & water. 

a tractor putters below crows 

in a field 

to the west. cars 

on a far highway, the suns metal. 
earth & water in us, 

sun chemistry, star products, Texas 
Fruit Co., 

the red dust working. 
click click the bike wheels 


over silent worlds. 


the dirt road thru Seco, rocks, 
ruts, old tire 

in the pond. adobe houses 
silent, dogs barking, 
enormous sky. 

bodies of broken trucks 
returning to dust. 

the campos where 

everyone sleeps, eyes closed with 
dirt & crosses. 

bones that built 


the ditches, rest in ditches. 
child on a slow horse 
along the ditch, 
dust-echoes rising. 


silent silent. earth so quiet. 
mud arteries, bean 


rows, blood 
in her wrist. bumpy road, clouds, 


crows, simple farming 
below the streamed sky. 
silently flowing, 


all of us, 
from a great silent stone. she lays 


the bike on a sandy bank, 

climbs thru branches. 

scratch on cheek entering the 

cool ditch-tunnel. 

parts bushes, burrs sticking to pantlegs, 


hair. the air 
is all water, brown fluid silence. 


smell 
of wet earth, crackly grass, 


crouched body 
bearing burr-seeds. 


no poem 
is equivalent to the earths 


silence. details 
of her thumb where the planet 


whirls. detail 
of seasons, insects, furrows, 


roads 
under the huge clouds. the suns ride 


over the year. 
& the flow of a ditch thru 


gnarly roots, 
brown burrs, blackbirds. minerals 


of the stream. silent 
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mountains dissolving into the silent 
noon. she crouches a long time, 

a short time. timeless 

around her bones. 

water is all she hears, 

the flow of stones. 

ants travelling 

the enormous silence, 

& “burrs” was all she wrote down, 


Silent 
burrs. 


IV 


foal in May mist, 
early morning orchard 
ditch running thru 
apple blossoms, 
snow memory 


the children hear strange 
animal sounds 
by the far fence, 
run & find 


the mare down, pony 
half-born, emerging, 
pinto head & forelegs 
trembling 


in the new grass 


we watch, 
gathering green dew, 
blue mountain 
orchards, 
branches swelling 


the pony 
wants to rest, 


hind quarters 
folded in darkness 


the mare nudges, 
pushes, whinnies, 
twists her neck to 
lick, no use 


the sack is torn, 
but the cord still knots 
her haunches 
to this lazy one 


with a heave 
she stands, the foal 
drops loose, 

sudden on the spring ground 

plop & fart 
of the dangling sack, 
blood & shit 

on the white stunned body 


the mare nuzzles, 
walks away, pulls grass 
aloofly, 
trailing blue veins 
her pony struggles 
up, falls, splays 
out, raises, 
crumbles backwards, 
rises again 


we watch it learn 
a horses legs 
in disbelief, 
those shining bones 


20 minutes or more, 
it staggers forward, 
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finds her teats, bites, 
gets warm milk, 


leans on her browngray flank, 
groggy, 
the sun leaning warmer 
on the same sky 


by afternoon, 
it will walk cleanly, 


by tomorrow, strong 
on its hooves 


we return to the house, 
cross the ditch, 
warbling 


with clear water 
mountain snow 


let down 
to the newborn, 


strange animal sounds 
as we leap over it 


you lean over 
the water, 
all the animals come to drink 
in yr face 
trees, bird tongues, 
green meridian, 
flashing stars in the downstream 


horses suck 


in another world, 
dream haunches of mountains, 


cloud meadows 


wild thunder 
browses on the sky 
as you bend over 
the water flow 


the cow remembers 
in the spring, 
moons & calves 
in yr face, 
wondering 


the coyote looks, 
singing eyes, 
drinks stars, stones, 
tastes the flys tongue 


insects skim over, 
kids bare feet, 
the wind 
who has no feet 
skims over 


on yr forehead, light shivers 
wind 
drinks from the high forest 


a woman running 
thru the night, water 
pours from her 
mouth, dream river 
her eyes 
fox eyes, falling stars 


her dark face flows 
down the water 


men & spirits 
bend over, 


hawks, far planets 
look & disappeat 
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the sun sucking 
each hard stone, 
drinking 
other green worlds 
in yr eyes 


salt & milk, the slow bull, 

a deers mineral 

from the pine mountain, 
indian shoulders, 
hand dipped 
in the wet light, 
down the sky 
flints of night falling 


as you look, all the faces 
yrs, 

hooves, deaths, wings, 
the bloody knife-hand 

tooth-gleam of the drinking 

dogs, 
yr face running 

in all of the nights tracks 


& only singing 
in the muscle, 
wild faces 
flowing down yr blood, 
body shifting 


shapes in the clay banks 
lyric flow 


under the dark earth 
eyelid 


in yr bed, the dreams 
rushing, 
as the drinking night is reflected 


thundercloud poems 


the huge flesh of the sky rolls, 
who is bigger than you 
gray-muscled & river-sweating 
the lover 
with the hair of black winds 
bigger than you, with direction 
desire to empty mountains 
along the tongues dry stream 
whose veins can carry birds in streams 
when the rushed sky whistles them 


homeward 


bruised light, muscle of dark space 
rolls over the cooled eye, 
as you are dust under boulder 
or rock under breasts of full cloud 
or earth belly against the grinding sky 
& also the child of each flesh 
not woman or man but passion, 
world-bodied, moaning, of itself 
as birds in the mouth of winds 

_ pierced flocks 
of hearts blood, pulsing north 


shocks of the tongue 

on long-solitary mountain, 

white nerves leap & slash across 

the slow-turning shoulders, 

who never knew your name 

whose love is so enormous, 

huge thunders of the whole sky moving 
silenceward into pine throats 

& lightning twisted, crying 

on the breasts bare horizon 
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who throws off fire & time & water 


who lets you know where you are 
wings beating steady 


up the swollen black river 
& groaning arms & loin & thigh 


of the wide-flung air 
who rushes dark flocks thru your ecstasy 


& northward, & homeward, . 
& beyond you 


II 


the sky is a god here 
& gods are in the mountains 


who does not know it 

as the tall wind rolls against the sun 

its dark-edged boulders 

or the rock peak from the earths center 

soars up snowward on its raw wing 

moving & still & singing 

the gods are, 

they do not have to prove 

their being to you 

as the mountain is a standing 
thunder 

dark cliff voice, dull sage 

mouth at your feet, 

or the lust of the cloud-power rides 

over, all white & fire-muscled 


& restless, 
jagged against the suns root, 
or shadow-feathered as the night 


& who are you to question their presence 
in your time, your actual 


engines, or doubt 
this powers ancientness, your mind 


dispersed in the airs bright 
roaring 


nothing can see these mountaing 
but eyes of rain, 
eyes of dry storm 
nothing climbs this sky truly 
but the stone hawk 

& the wind 


III 


the mountain dragon, who sleeps here 

red-scaled cliffs, silent breathing, 

as the sun rises 

the eye of real fire 

the dragon eyelids warm with sage 

& old dust . 

dragon in the rock range, claws 

of long canyon ridges 
hawks slant with dark claws 
carrying the skys flesh, 

& red beads of the canyon dust 

where time has bled like an animal 

& gone dry 

the snake & the brown rabbit, 

small strange lizards, 

breathing silent in the dragon belly 


a serpent in the mountain 

they say, who dreams the mountain 
who curves the sky 

in its long sleep 

& storms go over 

as in a huge brain, the cloudy forehead 
of the stone dreaming 

& thunder in the belly, 
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the strokes of fire 
against the closed eye 
tall sharp teeth of the pine 


moving, 
a serpent in the mountain, they say 


who eats the storm & fire 


& where you go, the stilled earth, 
whiteness of the spine 


in winter, 
machinery over stained bones, or the 


restless stones 
piled in stiff walls, 

below the places of your life, 
hidden veins & pale 


slow bleeding 
who is the chasm 


the throat drifted open 
who turns with thunder 
like a raw heart 
& over the nights skin, 
cracked with your thought, 
dragon sleep rains down its cooled stars 


in this mountain 

the tongue was a fire river, 

the huge weight heaves, 

& flexes the stones, & settles again 
the serpent of the dust silently eats, 
silently streams seaward, 

silently casts off, 

the rabbit & the lizard of the muscle 


are born 

the dragon of the mountain 

in the gray clouds of its quiet mouth, 
or the stars of its dark spine 

twisting to the north 


& hawks fly out westward 
to the great gorge 

in its slumber 

to hunt in deep air plunging 
to the earths center 


where you breathe, & move, 

thru the scaled air, 

& the eye of a fierce sun, 

& a clawing storm, 

a tongue who licks your slow 
reme i 

& churning down in the il 

of the earth 

a dragon in the mountain 

sleeps, they say, & is, & dreams 

what you call your life 
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who is this body 

dust & the saged earth 
something stretches out its being 
to the fleshed horizon 

far westward there is blue muscle, 
a lidded dark eye, 

bones of a great blue dream 

rise up in the south in the morning 
small wings of the cottonwood 

& the leaf of the black crow 

turn over at dawn, & shiver 
flexing the air who wakes 


body turning lightward 


as the sky follows, 
quick birds in tendon ripples 


across the wide air 
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skulls of the mountains 
ponder far wings like shadows 
& nights of gray taut sinews 
as the moon flies over 


who is this body 

its darkness is a mouth, 

a slow granite tooth 

grinding the fine dust, & scattering 

& tasting the suns bones, 

& light is a tongue 

licking the long dry dust 

like a river 

& love is a mouth, 

& the cry of the rabbit, 

& the climb of the gray fox 

up thru rough rocks to the gray den 
small animals of hunger, blood streaked 
in the caves throat 

love has been a body 

where the calm night crouches 

& waits, 

& the desert thighs open 

like the white mouth of the lizard 


to the first sun 


& where, when i move, 

the stone of the leg & the clouds lung, 
who is this body 

where i go over, moving like storm 

or cell or wild seed 

a dream of something, circling 

& circling its own reason 

the crickets heat at noon, 

dust scraping in this song 


over against the mountain, 
the shoulders rest 


cool wind drinks from the trees root, 
the veins of the rock ridge 


spill their blue dust 


that rises, breathed into bush & mist 


the body is huge, 

& dreams of wings 

& the dream of the blue-winged dusk 
goes over 

being in this body, who are we 

as the thighs stretch out sleepward, 
& the wind opens, 

& the blue eyelid shudders 

on the nights tongue 

who are we, when the moons breast 
rubs slowly over, 

& the dark flesh surrenders 

in the shining arms 
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